98                 A mGIT OF THE MOON:

DAY 18,

THEN the King said to Rasak6sha : My friend,
now in very truth am I eating the fruit of my own
crimes in a former birth, since four days only
remain; and well did you say that I am suspended
by the heels over an unfathomable abyss, with ice
at my heart. For only too well do I see that the
Princess will stand the test, seeing that the sharp
arrows of your cunning questions rebound from
her as if, instead of a jewelled bodice, she was clad
in a coat of mail. And the nectar of the portrait
has become a poison, which will certainly put an
end to me before morning. So the King passed
the night in a state of despondency, with his back
to the portrait And when the sun rose, he rose
also, and hardly contrived to pass the day by the
help of Rasakosha and the garden. Then when the
sun set, they went again to the hall of audience.
And there they saw the Princess, clad in a robe
of Indian red m, and a bodice studded with sea-gems,
and her crown and other ornaments, sitting on her
throne. And she looked at the King, and drooped
her head like a flower, and the King sank upon

m LShita*   The sea-gem is perhaps some kind of peart